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to-day in that district; they themselves were known as the Dogs'
Heads.
In return for these rare privileges, their duty was, like that of the
Cossacks, to watch and guard the south-western frontier of
Bohemia, where the Golden Road led in that brought the salt from
Salzburg. They had to guard half of the Bohmerwald, the
Bohemian Forest, and the passes leading into it.
Fourteen villages round the town of Domadzlidze, the Dogs'
Heads built, and all through the centuries they lived in them and
kept their breed pure. The district is called Chodsko, from a
word meaning to walk or patrol, and the people are the Ghoden.
Their duty was to patrol the frontiers and keep a look-out for the
raiding Germans, and when they saw them to light a beacon,
which was repeated by other watchers on the next hilltop and the
next, so that the alarm spread like quickfire, and the peasants
from all the villages hastened to Domadzlidze, where the King's
Captain organized the defence until the King's soldiers should
come to their aid.
The rights and privileges of the Choden were respected by
every dynasty and every king until the Battle of the White
Mountain. Then the villages were given by the German Emperor
to a German nbble, who built a castle and imposed his laws on
these freemen. There was a peasant rising against him, and the
Choden sent deputations to Prague and Vienna with the parch-
ment charters of their ancient rights — 300 years later, when I was
in Domadzlidze, the Mayor had just made an equally vain journey
in the same cause to Berlin, to try and see Hitler — and many of
the baron's soldiers were killed, but in die end numbers prevailed,
the Choden leader Kosina was captured and hanged at Pilsen.
From that time, the Choden lost their privileges. But the
centuries of proud tradition were deep in their bones, the instinct
of the frontiersmen strong in their blood, and when everything
was Germanized this, somehow, remained a purely Czech country,
pure in breed, pure in spirit, pure* in patriotism.
Here, in this little corner of Bohemia, you could see, in the
flesh, what it means to have the blood of freemen in you. These
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